When the 20 th anniversary of HV came on June 2018, I let it go without an anniversary editorial comment. As the senior editor of the journal and the founder of both cardiology in Qatar and the GHA, I was not happy with the status of our journal. It was not fulfilling the goal we hoped for as a Gulf cardiology journal. It had articles from several countries but rarely had articles from its sponsors, GHA and HMC. Our colleagues in both society and the institution are very active in publishing their research in other journals. I raised the issue with my colleagues in the GHA and HMC. Finally, on September 3, 2019, I brought my concerns about HV to the same body of colleagues that had blessed its creation 22 years earlier; (our regular Tuesday conference is now held in the new Heart Hospital); I told the audience we had two choices: either improve or retire the HV journal. All voted for the first choice. Many members of the staff volunteered to edit and publish their articles in the journal.
In this issue, the HMC cardiologists fulfilled their promise. No doubt, this will encourage the rest of our GHA colleagues in the Gulf Cooperation Council states to increase their participation also.
We are planning to expand the number of pages starting with this first issue for 2020. New subject titles are added such as CARDIOVASCULAR NEWS and VIEWPOINT.
Unlike my smart younger GHA cardiology and cardiovascular colleagues whose aim is to make this journal purely cardiology research-oriented journal, I am planning to convince them to share it with our Gulf Internal Medicine colleagues by providing 20% general medical articles. We should welcome their involvement and participation with us. We were trained as internists before we became cardiologists. I miss my energetic old days of internal medicine residency in Portland, Oregon.
In fact, what I am probably missing are the old days when I was young. This feeling of longing to the youth days and sorrow reminded me of a poem expressing such a feeling by an old blind poet in the 8 th century in Bagdad (Abo-Al-Atahia). I translate some verses of it for you as follows:
My tears are falling like the rain, Because my youth had gone. I wish it comes back again, To see what old age had done.
